
T hi T rage die of 

Bujhie Tis nothing but conceit (my gracious Ladic.) 
Jgueene. Tis nothing leflc, conceit is kill denude 
From fomc forefather Griefc, mine is not fo, 

For nothing hath begot my fomething griefe. 

Or fome thing hath the nothing thatlgrieuc, 

Tis in rcuerfion that I do pofleffe, 

But what it is»that is not yet knowne, what 
I cannot name, tis namelefle woe I wot. 

Cjrecne God faueyour roaiefhe.and wei met Gentlemen 

1 hope the King is not yet fhipt for Ireland. 

Queene Why hopeft thou fo?tis better hope he is. 

For his defignes craue haftc,hi$ hade good hope: 

Then wherefore doft thou hope he is not fhipt? 

Greene That he our hope might haue rctirdc his power, 
And driuen into defpairc an enemies hope, 

Who ftrongly hath ftttc footing in this land, 

Thcbanilht tuliingbrooke repcaleshimfclfe. 

And with vplifted armes is fafe ariude at Raucnfpurgh. 
Jjhueene. Now God inheauen forbid* 

Cjreene Ah Madam tis too true, and that is worfe; j 

The Lord Northumberland,!)!* yong fonne H.Percie, 
The Lordsof Rofle,Bcautnond,and W illoughby, 

VVith all their powcrfull friends are fled to him. 

Bujhie Why haue you not prodaimd Northumberland 
And the reft of the reuoltcd faction, traitours? 

Greene VVc haue, whereupon the carle ofWorcefter 
Hath broke his ftaffe,rcfignd his Stcwardfhip, 

And al the houfho'd feruats fled with him to Bullingbroolt 
£htecne So Greene,thou art the midwife of my woe, 
And Bulhngbrooke ,tny forrowes difmall heire, 

Now hath my fbule brought forth her prodigie, 
Andlagafping newdeliuerd mother, 

Haue woe to woe, forrow to forrovv ioynd. 

Bujhie Dilpaire not Madam. 

Queene W'ho fhall hinder me? 

2 will difpaire and be at enmity, 

Withcoufcning Hope,hc is a flatterer, 
Aparafitc,akceper backc of death, 
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King Richard fhejeconA. 

W’ho gently would aiffoluc the bands of life, 

V Vhich falfe Hope lingers i n extremitie. 

Greene Here comes the Duke ofYorke, 

Queene. With fignes of war about his aged necke, y 

Oh full ofcareful bufiucfTe are his lookes, 

Vncle for Gods fake fpeake comfortable words. 

Yorks Should I do fo,l ihould bely my thoughts. 
Comfort’s in heauen,and wee are on the earth, 

Where nothing liues but croffcs, care, and griefe. 

Your husband he is gone to faue far off, 

VVhilft others come to make him loofc at home. 

Here am I left to vnderprop his land, ^ jl 

Who weakc with age cannot fupport my felfe, j 

Now comes the ficke hourc that his (urfet made. 

Now fhall hce trie his fiiends that flattefd him. 

Seruingman My Lord, your fonne was gone before I came* 
York* He was, why fo go all which way it will: 

The nobles they are flcd.thc commons they are cold. 

And will(l feare)reuoit on Herefords fide. 

Sirra,get thee toPlafhie to my lifter Glocefter, 

Bid her fend mee prefcntly a thoufand pound. 

Hold take my ring. 

Seruingman. My Lord, I had forgot to tel your Lordfhip, 
To day I came by and called there. 

But I lhall gneuc you to report the reft. 

Yorks Whatiftknaue/ 

Seruingman An hourc before I came the Duchefte died* 
Torke God for hismerciclwhatatidcofwoes 
Comes rufhing on this wofuli land at once? 

I know not what to do : I would to God 
(So myvntruth had not prouokt him to it) 

The King had cuttc off my head with my brothers. 

W’ hat arc there two pofts difpatcht for Ireland? 

How fhall we do for money for thefe wars? 

Come After, coofin I would fay, pray pardon m«e. 

Go fellow get thee homc,prouide fome Carts, 

And bring away the armour that is there. 

Gentlemen, will you go muftcr men? • . 
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